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HISTRIONIC ANNALS OF 
MUDENALL. 


Cuaprer I.—Shewing how the Assassina- 
nians attempted to astonish the natives. 
All was bustle and excitement in the 
little town of Mudenall ; the event- 
ful day was close at hand—each sit- 
ting on all the sub-divided benches, 
y clept boxes, was taken. The widow 
Marrowfat of the market place, 
Kettle the tally-man, Mrs. Buffins 
the landlady of the Lyre and Lap- 
dog, Selvidge the tailor, Mrs, Sel- 
vidge and the four Miss Selvidge’s, 
yea, even Double-knock the tax-ga- 
therer, and a host of equally fash- 
ionable and aristocratic Mudenallians 
had secured places on this momen- 
tous occasion. Vast and various 
were the preparations. Sleepless 
was the previous night to all the lit- 
tle masters and misses, who although 
they might have read of “ antics vast” 
and “ antropophage,” and “ men 








whose heads do grow beneath their 
shoulders,” had never seen the pow- 
erful effects of a well administered 
dose of melodramatic excitation, an 
excitation which, inthe well authen- 
ticated records of histrionic lore, 
has done more good for the rising 
a than Busby, Barrow, 
irkbeck, or even Brougham !— 
thanks to the Mechanics Institute, 
and where are we wandering? 
from Mudenall to Southampton 
buildings. ‘ Return we to our mut- 
tons,” as the French have it. 
Already had the crazy, cracked 
bell of the ancient, decrepit-looking 
tower of the rickety church of Mu- 
denall asthmatically droned out the 
hour of five; already were there as- 
sembled before the doors of the 
largest barn in the place numbers, 
who not having been fortunate 
enough to obtain the chance of ha- 
ving their names registered in the 
‘ box-book,’ were, in a pouring rain 












































































































ee 
mene 









































































































































































































































90 





said doors, which should display to 
their astonished sense the gorgeous 
mysteries of the ** Skull Goblet, or 
the Murderous Red Wolf of the 
Dismal Dell of Dock-leaves!!’" Such 
was the title of the melo-drama of 
intense interest, terrific situation, 
powerful effect, thrilling and all-ab- 
sorbing circumstance, which was to 
be presented for the edification of the 
sapient ‘ Mudenallians,’ by the most 
talented company of Assassinanians ! 

Long ’ere the curtain (qy.) rose, 
the house was crowded to suffocation. 
Long ‘ere the six ‘ fat-pans,’ allofa 
row, that graced the front of the 
stage were lighted, there arose a fear- 
ful ery of * Water! water! air! air!’ 
a second edition of the Caleutta black- 
hole affair, ‘The wonderful conve- 
niences of the Mudenall theatre were 
then ‘developed to an approving and 
discerning audience; poles were in- 
stantly procured, the tiles removed, 
at least a portion of them, forming 
in appearance a beautifully reticula- 
ted roof; which operation immedi- 
ately admitted those desirable com- 
modities which had been so loudly 
called for, “ Air and Water,” in 
abundance. 

This little agreeable episode was 
followed by a general ery of “ Kiver 
us! kiver us!’ and ‘ kivered’ the 
audience was, by sundry tarpaulins, 
which had been lately employed in 
aless ignoble purpose, that of co- 
vering hay and corn ricks. 

One fiddle and a bassoon having 
amused themselves, (or at least their 
torturers,) with an unaccountable 
grunt, as mysterious as any event in 
a melo-drama could be, for some ten 
minutes, the curtain, ‘after various 
attempts at obstinacy , In resisting the 
effects of the ‘ powers above,’ ~ and 
running down again much {faster 
than it walked up—remained station- 
ary, nearly where it should have been, 
but still not as a well-behaved cur- 
tain would have done. ‘This opera- 

tion performed, a wrinkled piece of 
canvas appeared, on which was 
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anxiously waiting the opening of the | 





daubed that which was intended to 
represent a wood; but it would have 
looked much better had it been paint- 
ed green instead of red. It served 

oc ‘casionally as the representative of 

Pandemonium, in Don Juan, and so 

answered two purposes—excellent 

contrivance! worthy of the never 

to be surpassed scene painter of the 

Assassinanians. But to the piece:— 

Rogero, a powerful Baron of 'Toggen- 
burgh, falls in love with the beauti- 

ful Laia, the daughter of another 
Baron, who refuses his consent be- 
cause the said Rogero is reputed to 

be worse than a cannibal, a living 
refinement upon Blue-beard, and if 
report speak true he is a wretch in- 
deed; having actually boiled his 
first wife in the castle, copper, and 
fed his babies on the soup! Poor 
innocents ! they were unconscious of 
the quality of the beverage! they 
were like the young of the Pelican— 
feeding on their own parent. 

In a predatory excursion he takes 
off the lady, and her father’s head ; 
causes the old gentleman’s skull to 
be made into a goblet, from which 
his daughter is compelled each morn- 
ing to take her coflee. 

To relieve the lady from this re- 
finement of torture, Maximilian, her 
former lover, a decided and rabid 
radical, musters a number of bro- 
ther Rads, and prepares for an attack 
on Rogero’s castle: on their march 
they are met by the ‘ murderous 
Red Wolf of the Dismal Dell of 
Dock- leaves ;” the Rads, however 

* plucky’ when ‘ talking’ of deposing 
tyrants, do not like “the military ; 
thus our Rads flee at the very sight 
of this horrible Red Wolf, which is, 
by all the country supposed to be 
the old gentleman himself—they fly 
in vain, a general slaughter occurs. 
Maximilian alone remains, a despe- 
rate combat takes place ; Maximilian 
overcomes Lupus, who vanishes in 
a crashing clap of thunder, the red- 
fire burns, hideous noises are heard 
behind the canvas, the fiddle scrapes 





\ its very strings off, the bassoon splits 
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with its exertions; the audience tes- 
tify their approbation by the most 
deafening shouts. Suddenly Maxi- 
milian is surrounded by the soldiers 
of Rogero, two old pensioners and a 
one armed travelling tinker, engaged 
expressly for the occasion; he is 
dragged to the castle of his rival, 
and confined in the lowest dungeon 
of the northern tower. The events 
that follow are of the most heart- 
rending and affecting nature, hair- 
breadth escapes! supernatural warn- 
ings! direful omens! including the 
apparition of the boiled lady and her 
pelican-like infants, the headless 
trunk of the father of Laia, and her- 
self supping porridge from the skull 
goblet—form a melo-drama which 
for situation and effect, never was, 
cannot be, never will be equalled in 
any theatre in the known world. 

All this, and much more, would 
have been represented, but for the 


which effectually marred the progress 
of that evening’s entertainment—an 
event which suddenly closed the 
Mudenall Theatre; notwithstanding 
the shrieks, groans, and lamentations 
of the Assassinanians, the represen- 
tions and expostulations of the Mu- 
denall aristocracy, who gave vent to 
their disappointment ‘ in curses deep 
and loud.’ The event was of such 
an unprecedented and astounding a 
nature, that it requires another chaps 


ter to describe it. 
To be continued, 


COVENT GARDEN, 





London Assurance improves upon 


acquaintance. Efficiently as the 
characters were sustained on the 
first evening of its production, there 
is now an evident improvement in 
which they are now carried out. 
Farren imparts a new zest to the old 
beau, Sir Harcourt Courtley, by the 
attempted buoyancy of gait he as- 
sumes before Max Harkaway and the 
uniformity with which he bears along 
the part; the skipping exit he makes 
after boasting himself just forty, 
with the sprightliness of a much 








younger man, is excellent, That 
one little incident ensures a round 
of merriment. Ilarley’s Mark Med- 
dle is less broadly drawn, yet is 
there no falling off in the humour 
imparted, and the busy, officious, 
prying purveyor of scan, mag. and 
crim, con, actions stalks his course 
‘** i’ the vein” of rich comicality. 
Anderson, as Charles Courtley, is 
the least attractive of the dramatis 
persone ; we do not altogether ap- 
prove of his dress or address in the 
last act; yet is there much to ap- 
plaud in the earnestness and blind 
impetuosity with which he sets about 
wooing the pretty Grace. Keeley, 
as Adolphus Spanker, is the same 
uiet, bashful country gentleman, 
the simple, ‘‘yes, sir,’”’ ‘no, sir,” 
and “thank you, sir,” which marks 
his anti-volubility, and his blubber- 


| ing excitement when Meddle infuses 


: | the ‘ green-eyed monster’ into his un- 
occurrence of an untimely event, | 


suspecting pate are in admirable 
keeping with this actor’s peculiar 
style. Charles Mathews, as Dazzle, 
calls for no further remark than we 
offered last week ; he made the cha- 
racter his own the first night, he 
has maintained it so, and is, in fact, 
without a compeer in portraying the 
assurance of the “ man about town.” 
Mrs, Nisbett’s Lady Gay Spanker is 
not equal to her Constance, but then 
the latter character is a more promi- 
nent one and gives more scope to 
her peculiarities; no one, however, 
can see and hear her in London As- 
surance without being highly delight- 
ed with her efforts. Of Madame 
Vestris we can only say that she is, 
as ever, the first of her day as a co- 
quetting Miss, and that the scheming 
Grace Harkaway is a most welcome 
character in her hands, 


ENGLISH OPERA HOUSE, 
This elegant theatre reopened on 
Thursday week last under the able 
management of Mr, Balfe and with 
every appearance of a prosperous 
and successful season if lnglish 
hands and hearts will but unite in 
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supporting a national undertaking 


carried on with great spirit and en- | 
Mr. Balfe has commenced | 


terprise, 
well; he has infused a dash of li- 


berality in the production of the first | 


novelty, which speaks well of the 
resources, and promises much as to 
the production of future novelties. 


and demonstrate their feeling not in 
mere idle words but active deeds. 
Musicians who complain that there 


is no school for music should foster | 
this juvenile sapling; composers and | 
singers who have no market for | 
their talents should unite in amity | 


and concord, and backed by a gene- 
rous public, repel the musical ene- 
my who invades our shores; but to 
the opera of Keolanthe. 

Its plot is simple; it is a dream, 
and the catastrophe is so judiciously 
managed as to cause much agreeable 
surprise to the audience. A young 
student, played by Wilson, isbetroth- 
ed to Pavina, a maiden of great 
wealth and beauty, but the faithless 
swain in his abtruse studies, pores 
over an Egyptian manuscript which 
sends him to sleep. He dreams of 
being married to an Egyptian lady 
deceased some 1000 years ago, but 
who is restored from her tomb by a 
friendly spirit; all the horrors at- 
tendant on his perfidy constitute a 
drama of great eccentrity and affords 
much scope for dramatic effect which 
the composer has seized upon with 
a master hand. 
ed in the overture; it wants charac- 
ter, but the music throughout the 
opera is full of thought and boldness 


of conception ; the concerted pieces | 


are replete with dramatic points es- 


pecially the finale to the first act, | 
which reminded us not a little of the | 
incantation scene in Robert the De- | 


vil. The choruses are well harmo- 


nized and tke execution of them de- | 


serves especial praise. Madame 
Balfe is the prima donna and sings 


with intense feeling and such drama- | 


tic power as is not often heard in 


We were disappoint- | 





English singers; her acting too is 
beautiful. Miss Gould, whose suc- 
cess we predicted in a former num- 
ber, is a great and valuable acquisi- 
tion to the stage; her voice is a 


mezzo soprano of much sweetness ; 


she sings with expression and acts 


| with judgment; we need not say how 

The London Public who have long | 
been sighing for an English Opera, | 
should now cease their complaints | 


Wilson was cheered and welcomed 
home and how he returned the com- 
pliment by singing better than we 


_ ever heard him, no doubt warmed 


by the hearty applause that rung 
through the house. Mr. H., Phillips 
has long been a favorite, and young 
Mr. Stretton, by his judicious and 
unpretending singing and acting is 
fast approaching to a very high rank 
in his profession, Mr. Barker is a 
better concert singer than on a stage. 
Mr. Allen should have been secured 
as second tenor. 

We are promised a new opera by 
Barnett, which we are convinced will 
be done full justice to by the com- 

The season is announced for 


ee. 
| Fifty nights, but we trust that the 


success of th first few nights will 
cause the season to be extended. In 
conclusion, let us once more remind 
our readers that an English Opera 
House is now open in London and 
that the singers engaged are the 
highest in the profession. 


7 CROSS READINGS. 


On account of Mdlle. Fanny Elsler’s 
non-arrival in England, Mr. Laporte 
begs most respectfully to state that 
there will be—a great fall in ‘ hops’ 
this year. 

Mr. Yates begs to announce that 
he is the only—London Assurance 
every evening, at the Adelphi when 
Mrs. Honey will play in the Bee-hive 
for her benefit. 

To be sold cheap, on account of 
extensive failures—the stock, and fix- 
tures of the White Milliner lately 
occupying premises at Covent Gar- 
den ;—apply to Douglas Jerrold. 

A Captain of the Watch with per- 
fect London Assurance has been bold 
enough to take the town by surprise ; 
the station house is crowded every 
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night ;—all stragglers about the pur- 
lieus of Covent Garden, beware of 
the Captain of the Watch. 

Mr Eliason is happy to announce 
that he has engaged—Monsieur Van- 
der Hutter’s celebrated collection of 
piping bullfinches, canaries, and 
other singing birds for the concerts 
d’été, which will be conducted by 
the celebrated Bishop of London. 

Notice to the Public. The Ger- 
man Confederation will be held at— 
the theatre Royal, Drury Lane, 
where an abundance of—sourkrout 
and sausages will be sold at a great 
bargain. 

War! war! war! the Theatrical 
Journal will contain a full account 
of the musical war now raging in 
London between the Sourkrout-sau- 
saginians, the Macaroni-grisinians, 
and the Beefites and Plumpudonians, 


TALES OF SONGS, 
“She never blamed him, never.” 

The miiitary avocations of the 
morning being over, Adolphus after 
having bestowed unusual care on his 
dress, proceeded to Aston Hall where 
he was received with all the warmth 
of grateful hearts by the mother and 
daughter. ‘The hours flew on, and 
when at last he left, it was under a 
promise to see after the wounded 
robber and another visit on the fol- 
lowing day. It was not till his 
brain was excited by the wine of the 
mess table that Adolphus sought the 
robber’s chamber; half reeling in, 
he found himself in a large room, at 
one end of which lay the stiffening 
form of the dying man; near him, 
on atable, stood one candle whose 
dim light fell upon the bed and made 
all around seem darker still, For a 
moment the sight sobered him; he 
could see the face of a man scarce 
thirty years of age fast fixing in 
death; a deep gash was across his 
forehead, the blood from which had 


matted his black hair together and 
so adhered it to his sallow cheeks; 
his lips were colourless and kept 





opening and closing with convulsive 
gaspings of pain, while his eyes now 
dimmed by the tear of agony, or 
fiercely shining glared fearfully 
around, while every now and anon, 
a muttering of words broke the still- 
ness of his chamber. Advancing, 
Adolphus enquired if he was better ; 
a groan was the response; repeating 
his question and proffering his aid, 
the dying man gruffly grumbled 
forth a few broken sentences 
of ‘‘ interruption,” ‘‘ annoyance,’— 
and turned his face sullenly aside. 
After a moment’s pause he spoke ;— 
“TI ought to thank you but am in 
pain, fearful pain, and my words are 
harsher than y mean: I am wounded 
to the death, I feel it, and the fear 
of a guilty soul sears my brain to 
madness.” ‘* Be comforted.” ‘* Com- 
fort!” retorted the robber fiercely, 
“comfort! I have none, dare not 
think of such a feeling; I was once 
happy, once good, had station in 
life above the common herd, and 
bartered it all away at the gaming ta- 
ble, the tavern, and the brothel ; 
step by step I have gone on, and 
now—God! the agony, the throb- 
bing of this wound ; mercy, mercy.” 
Clenching his hands and compres- 
sing his lips, he lay writhing in pain. 
Adolphus alarmed, stirred to get as- 
sistance ; the movement caused the 
robber to turn, who, seizing him by 
the hand, motioned him to stay, A 
few more minutes elapsed and again 
he spoke: “Stay and hear me; for 
me there is no help, my hour is at 
hand. I had awife once, one whom 
I loved ; she was a fair and beauti- 
ful girl, I doated on her, loved her 
next to the tavern where I nightly 
went; my nightly orgies femal my 
brain—I thought her false, treated 
her like a beast; day after day, the 
feeling grew stronger; I bought 
fire-arms, threatened like a madman, 
I was mad. Thus phrenzied, and 
heated with wine, one evening on 
entering my parlour, I found my 
wife seated ly aman; passion made ~ 


| me blind ; drawing my pistol, I le- 
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velled it and fired—I see it all again, 
they are there—save me, save me, 
they will tear me to pieces.” And 
with a convulsive effort he raised 
himself, till quite overcome he sunk 
exhausted on his pillow: in vain 
Adolphus attempted to sooth him, 
each word of pity seemed adding fuel 
to the fire; losing all restraint, the 
dying man again broke forth, ** That 
hour has been a devil to me, my 
companion night and day; again I 
see her at my feet, the blood gush- 
ing from her breast and her eyes 
closed in death, and he, he I thought 
her paramour at her side,—he was 
kneeling and calling his sister! I 
fled horror-struck, went abroad,—a 
houseless, homeless wretch, and af- 
ter years of misery returned to my 
native land. Ihad no friend, no 


money, wanted food, turned thief, 
and so lived till like a dog you felled 
me to the earth; again that fearful 
throb; my heart is bursting, give 
me air—l’m choking. Oh! 


mer- 
cy .’ A faint moan, an incohe- 
rent muttering, and all was still; 
Adolphus stood beside a corpse; 
horror-struck, he left the room, and 
sought in sleep an oblivion for the 


scene he had just witnessed. 
To be continued, 


Chit Chat. 

Bath.—Davidge retires from this Thea- 
tre next week, he being heartily tired of 
the speculation, and perfectly convinced 
of the want of liberality in the play-going 
people of this city. He loses a little 
money, but not so much as many antici- 
pate. 

On Thursday night we visited Pym’s 
private Theatre, it being for the benefit of 
a Mrs. Turnour, The play was the Rivals; 
Mr. Pym played Sir Anthony Absolute in 
a very respectable manner, Captain Abso- 
lute, by a Mr. Marsden, one of the most 
awkward figures ever thrust into knee 
breeches, silk stockings, and an officer's 
coat, and possessing the least intellectual 
face ever esconced under a cocked hat and 
feathers, and whose personation of the 
character answers to the description of his 
person; Falkland, by a Mr. Calvert, a tall 
spare-fleshed, Don Quixotic sort of wretch, 





JOURNAL, 


who mouthed his mother's tongue in such 
an original way, as to rob it of its usual 
name—English; Acres, by Mr. Daly, a 


bad mimic of Harley, though better than 


his fellow players; Sir Lucius O'Trigger, 
Mr. Smith, an old man whose years alone, 
should preserve him from making a fool 
of himself; Fag, Mr. Laire, a gent whose 
only talent consisted in not knowing his 
part. Mrs. Malaprop was vulgarly person- 
ated by Mrs. Turnom , Lydia Languish, 
by Miss Sydney, in a very so-so sort of 
a manner; Julia, by Mrs. Calvert, Lucy, 
by Miss Smith—two ladies whom the pub- 
lic would not miss were they to stay at 
home, We were tired enough of the co- 
medy long before it was over, and left 
without seeing the farce: the house was 
but half filled, and in its present dirty 
state, presented a truly wretched appear- 
ance. 

We belong to that class who wish their 
fellow creatures well off in every respect in 
this troublesome world, and know well 
the difficulty of getting through it with 
credit. If there is one situation more irk- 
some than another, it is that of a cheque 
taker at a Theatre:—we observe that an 
elderly gentleman, who has been in this 
situation many years at White Conduit 
House, takes a benefit on the 22nd inst. ; 
he is a worthy man, and we wish hima 
full Room. 

We hear that Mr. George Wild, the co- 
median, has taken the Olympic Theatre 
for five years, and intends opening it at 
reduced prices. 

Mr. Meyerbeer will superintend the get- 
ting up of his opera of Les Huguenots, 
which is to be produced with great scenic 
effects; but the subject is of too sombre 
a character to please the public. 

On the evening of Wednesday week 
the audience of the Birmingham Theatre 
suddenly became much alarmed, in con- 
sequence of three large tissue paper bags 
of flour being simultaneously thrown from 
ditferent parts of the gallery into the pit. 
The persons in the pit all hastened in a 
state of great terror to the doors, believing 
the roof of the theatre was falling in. 
The house was speedily enveloped in a 
cloud of dust. A fellow was taken into 
custcdy and committed, it having been 
proved that he threw one of the bags of 
flour. 

A grand Easter spectacle is in prepara- 
tion at Covent Garden, when some most 


extraordinary mechanical effects will be , 


introduced, 
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Queen’s Theatre, Manchester —Ham- 
mond and Miss Daly are delighting the 
audiences of this theatre; Mrs. Watkin 
Burroughs is also playing here. Mes, 
Waylett begins an engagement on this day 
the 16th.; Mr. Butler and Mr, Carter will 
also shortly appear. Mr. Lyons and Mrs. 
Honey, of the Adelphi; Mr. Collins, 
the vocalist; and Mr. Diddear, of the 
Garden, are also engaged. 

Belfast.—\t is rumoured that Mr, Wat- 
kin Burroughs has given up this theatre, 
after losing a good round sum, this gen- 
tleman is expected to join Mr. Osbaldis- 
ton at the Victoria, of which theatre, 
some vears back, he was part proprietor, 

Theatre Royal, Manchester.—Ducrow 
and his Stud, aided by Van Amburgh and 
his beasts, have for a night or two been 
starring it at this theatre. 

Yates and his wife, Paul Bedford, Mr. 
and Mrs. Keeley will make, in company, 
atour through the provinces during the 
summer months, when the favourite pieces 
of the past season at the Adelphi will be 
produced. 

The Assassinanians having met with 
great success, have announced two more 
uew dramas, under the impressive titles of 
“The mysterious Fan-tailed Beaver and 
the murdered Dustman or the Wander of 
the heath and the fatal plunge.” The 
other is still more heart thrilling, “ The 
Loves of De Montregor and Lady Saooks 
or the Dying curse and the lost boot hook.”’ 


HAYMARKET, 


This Theatre closed on Monday night 
after a most prosperous season, Mr, 
Webster took his benefit and was 
cheered by a most respectable audi- 
ence; great alterations it is said are 
to be made in the interior of the 
house, prior to its opening at Faster. 


SADLER’S WELLS. 


We are glad to find that the spirit 
with which this houst is conducted, 
meets with its full reward. Delight- 
ed and crowded audiences testify 
their approbation of Mr, Honner’s 
unceasing activity, and the engage- 
ment of Mr. F. Saville, and the cast- 
ing of the plays deserve the greatest 
praise, We always endeavour to 
notice the deserving, can we there- 
fore omit to mention that an active 
and very clever actor of the company 
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95 
announces his benefit on Thursday, 
the 25th instant. We mean Mr. Col- 


lier, who together with his charming 
little wife, intend to exert themselves 
for the gratification and amusement 
of a host of admirers—and we are 
convinced from the high opinion his 
brother artists entertain of them, 
they will lend a friendly hand to ren- 
der it a benefit in every sense of the 
word, 


To the Editor of the Theatrical Journal. 
Sir, Having heard the provincial pa- 
pers speak so highly of Mr. Betty's 
performance, I went to Deptford on 
Monday last to see that gentleman ; 
the pieces were “The Royal Oak,” 
aml ‘‘ Macbeth,” it being for the be- 
nefit of the above gent; he played 
in both pieces, the house was crowd- 
ed, and Mr. Betty was warmly re- 
ceived, I shall not attempt to criti- 
cise his germany oa for the com- 
pany with whom he had to play was 
indeed a miserable one; in fact they 
were no better than you may see at 
a penny theatre; most of them were 
imperfect in their parts, and the 
dresses (with the exception of Mr. 
Betty’s,) were miserable. I was in- 
deed sorry to see this talented gen- 
tleman placed in such a situation ; 
he is deserving of being in a much 
higher one. The soliloquy in Mace 
beth he delivered with great feeling, 
besides many other points, and was 
greatly applauded. He has a beau- 
tiful figure and his attitude is excel- 
lent, but the confined state of the 
stage prevented him from being seen 
to any advantage. 

It was announced to be his last 
appearance, but one of the company 
came forward and stated that Mr, 
Betty had kindly consented to per- 
form in “ Romeo and Juliet,” and 
“Alexander the Great,”’ on Mon- 
day next for the benefit of Mrs, 
Yates, the proprietor. 

Should you think this worthy of 
your notice, you will oblige 


Your humble Servant, 
A Constant Reaper, 
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TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

Tristram Fickle.—Miss Bolton, now Lady 
Thurlow, came out at Coveut Garden, in 
1806; the part she played, we believe, was 
Polly Peachum, in the Begyar’s Opera: 
we cannot say whether she has any family, 

J. Sparks,—We believe Miss H. Faucit came 
out as Julia, in the Hunchback; we feel 
assured that she has played the character 
before this season, but not at the Haymar- 
ket. 

X. ¥.—We have never been able to see B—. 

Taglioni.—Some people would say you i ea 
fool. 

Soap.—Verhaps the gentleman wantsa little 
to wash himself—we cannot understand his 
meaning. 

Lenox,—\t is a singular question to ask; 
which of the two patent Theatres has had 
the most debutants, male and feimale, for 
the last thirty years? We have looked 
over our bills, and find the most at Covent 
Garden; we account for this in consequence 
of Drury Lane, having been closed more 
frequently than the Garden, 


To our Readers.—Vhe first Volume of 
eur Journal, is now ready and may be had 
of our Publishers, also the title page. 

To our Readers.—Orders tor our publication 
may be given at the office, to be sent to 
any part of the country, by paying a quar- 
ter in advance, ls.6d. If we pay the post- 
age, the quarter will be 2s. 6d. 

Ali communications for the Editor to be 
Jorwarded to the Printer, post paid 


ADVERTISEMENTS, 


Works published by W. Brittain, 11, Pater- 
noster Row. 


In Monthly Parts, price 1s., to be completed in 12 
> 


‘arts, 

PYNHE SELF-INSTRUCTING LATIN 

CLASSIC: whereby a perfect know- 
ledge of Latin Language may be readily acquired, 
without burthening the memory with the multifari- 
ous rules of Syntactical Grammar, the searching a 
Dictionary for the Interpretation of Words, or even 
acquiring the Assistance of a Classic Tutor. By W. 
Jacobs, Private Teacher of Mathematics and Classics. 

In Weekly Nos. price 3d., stitched in a Wrapper, 
and Monthly Parts, price Is. 


THE SECRET HISTORY OF THE COURT 
OF ENGLAND, from the commencement of 1750, 
to the reign of Willian the 4th, compiled from works 

ublished under the Superintendence of the Right 
Fion. Lady Anne Hamilton, and interspersed with a 
variety of Original Letters and Documents, never 
before published. 


In Weekly Nos. at Id,, and in Monthly Parts at 4d., 
or Complete bound in Cloth, 3s. 6d., 


THE COOK; or Ladies kitchen Directory. The 
following isthe plan on which the work is conducted; 
under the heads of Beef, Mutton, Veal, Pork, and 
Venison, will be found every mode of Cooking that 
can be adopted for Dishes of that description; and 
the principal joints both in the English and French 
style. Next will be added the peculiar methods of 
Dressing Fish, Game, and Poultry, and of makin 
Soups, Reon es, &c. Puddings, Pies, Tarts, &c., wil 
follow in succession. Other valuable information, 
with useful original Recipes, concludes the volume. 
The whole illustrated with Steel & Wood Engravings. 





We regret that we omitted to set up this effu- 
sion of hi rs. Robson’s, in our last numbers, as 
copied from Blackwood’s, 

Grimstone’s Eye Snuff. 

ROM Blackwood’s Lady’s Magazine, 
I for May, 1838. ‘To Mr. W. Grimstone, 
39, Broad-street, Bloomsbury, & 24, King-street, 
Long Acre, on his valuable invention ot the Eye 
Suulf, made from British herbs, for the diseased 
organs of the head and eyes :— 

Great was the power that did to man impart, 
Creative genius aud inventive art ; 3 
The second praise is, doubtless, Grimstone, thine, 
Wise was thine head, and great was thy design, 
Oar precious sight, from danger now set free, 
Wives, widows, fathers, praises sing to thee. 

ELIZABETH Rosson, 
19, Bell-street, Edgware-road, Marylebone, 

And copied by many Periodicals, 





MPORTANT DISCOVERY in the 
GROWTH OF HAIR.—Lovell and 
Edwar’s ORLENTAL POMADE is acknowledged 
by the élite to be the most fragrant article ever 
otlered to the Public, and for improving the growth 
of Hair, far surpasses anything yet discovered, 
particularily for ladies who eujoy the recreation 
of dancing, as it prevents the hair from getting 
out of curl, and emitsa most delightful fragrance, 
To be had of the Manufacturers, 52, Mydlgton- 
street, St. John-street, Clerkenwell; and of the 
following agents, Messrs. Morris, Phillipson, & 
Co., Chemist and Druggist, Ludgate-hill; Mr. 
Bestow, 12, St. Juhn-street-road, and of all re- 
spectable Perfumers in Town or Country, in Pots 
at ls. and ls, 6d, each, 


M KHEMET ALI and LORD PAL- 

MERSTON.— Madame TUSSAUD 
and SONS have the honor to inform their patrons 
that they have completed a likeness of Mehemet 
Ali, in full costume, and Lord Palmerston, The 
collection consists of nearly all the leading cha- 
racters of the day, one hundred in number, and 
is acknowledged to have no superior—Admittance 
One Shilling, secoud room, Sixpence—Open from 
11 till 4, and from 7 till 10.—BAZAAR, Baker- 
Street, Portman-square, 





The Thames Tunnel, 

S OPEN every day, (except Sundays) 

from Nine o’Clock in the Morning uatil 
dark, Admittance Is. each. Entrance on the 
Surrey side of the River, close to Rotherhithe 
Church, The Tunnel is brilliantly lighted with 
Gas. Visitors can now walk under the entire 
breadth of the River, and approach the Shield, 
which is advanced to within limits of High Water 
Mark at Wapping.—J. CHARLIER, Clerk to the 
Company.—Company’s Office, Walbrook Build- 
ings, Walbrook, March, 1841.—N. B, Convey- 
ances to RoTneritue, by Omnibus, from Picca- 
dilly, Charing Cross, Fleet-street, and Grace- 
church-street, Also by Steam Boats, from Chel- 
sea, Vauxhall, Lambeth, Hungerford, Old Shades 
Pier, and London Bridge, to the Tunnel Pier at 
Warring, Books with Plates descriptive of the 
Works are sold at the Tunnel, price One Shilling. 





Printed for the Proprietor, by T. Richardson, 
2, Took’s Court, Chancery Lane; and Pub- 
lished by Samuel Gilbert, 26, Paternoster Row, 
Pattie, 4, Bridges Street, Strand; sold b 
Brittain, Paternoster Row ; Mountcastle, 10, 
Bedford Court, Covent Garden; and by all 
Booksellers, 
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